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" Ette ressemblait sans nul defaut aux gracieuses Vfaus des musees
d'Athtnes, de Florence, de Naples, de Sidle"   Her ancestors
came from the island of Crete : her father, a noble Cretan,
was in the Turkish diplomatic service and represented the
Sultan at the Court of St. James's.   She herself was born
in  Constantinople,  whence she  came to  London.   She
never could forget in her later life that as a girl she had
been allowed to sit once on Queen Victoria's knees.   She
lived in London until she married Prince Brancovan, one
of those Rumanian aristocrats, whose school was St. Cyr,
who found their spiritual home in Corneille, Racine and
Molifere, and their physical home anywhere between the
Black Sea and the Sussex Downs, between the Rive Gauche
and  Vienna.     Prince  Brancovan and  his wife  divided
their existence between Paris and Amphion, where they
had a beautiful estate.   The borders of the Late of Geneva
formed the fashionable background of a life of wealth and
social  culture.   There  were  many  elegant  estates  and
delightful villas built by some of the finest French or Swiss
architects of the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries;
there were also historical old chateaux with a romantic
past and a luxurious present.   The life of cultured leisure
that at a later period and in more obvious and less aesthetic
form was led by European society on the French Riviera
centred in those days round the charming Lake of Geneva.
At Pregny lived the Baroness de Rothschild, whose glitter-
ing yacht, Gittana,  seemed to embody all the luxurious
comfort of the late Victorian days.   At Prangins lived
the French sugar king, M. Say, in a house that was famous
for its past and was to become notorious in the future:
it had belonged to Prince Jer6me Napoleon, Napoleon the
Third's cousin and rival, whom a frivolous world called
Plonplon;   and some   thirty-five  years  later  it  was  to
become the home in exile of the last Habsburgs, Charles
and Zita, and the starting-point of Emperor Charles's fatal
flight to Hungary.   Monsieur Say's magnificent yacht was
as impressive as any of the plutocratic toys that were gliding

